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Nelly, but in spite of the shock to his pride her re-
mark occasioned, he could not but notice the new
tone of respect in her voice. She confessed, too, a
little later, as they walked the mare slowly through a
strip of dark moist woodland that lay between them
and the road, that his effort had been remarkable for
a beginner. From the questioning way she ended the
sentence, he gathered with a thrill of pride that she
was not quite certain whether he was a beginner or
not. The fact that when they reached the road she,
instead of demanding the reins, took unquestioning
his former humble position on the mare, seemed to
show that she had decided that he was not.
It was with a thrill of possession almost that he
felt her soft arms holding on to him as the filly trotted
along contentedly. But .very soon that delightful ride
came to an end. There entered into view cultivated
fields, where mushroom-hatted Chinese labourers in
blue dungaree were busy hoeing up the weeds be-
tween rows of rubber saplings.
"This plantation," said Nelly, "belongs to the
Rajah of Tidatau. We will leave the mare here/'
Archibald Podd dismounted after her. They led
the mare into a belt of wood, unsaddled and abandoned
her. Guided by Nelly, they hurried through by-ways
back to Singapore. Say rather that they should have
hurried, For it was well on towards evening when
Archibald deposited at the Ryans* bungalow a saddle,
a bridle, and the only girl in the world, and turned
his dirty but triumphant face in the direction of home.